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Good Friday, 1944
At Mary Magdalen's I fought
for silence. Three hours tense
a boy required talk. A son
resolved and knelt to distant Christ
and kept his heart inside his head .
From twelve to three my mouth was dead.
But my tongue lived. My voice could ask
for movies on Good Friday night.
I saw the Zeroes drop with Japs
into the sea in Brentwood while
I munched hot popcorn in the dark,
the blackest, wettest night in Lent.
"But why go home so soon ?" I asked
Aunt Catherine, in whom I knew
good sense was sweet (and could turn hard
at times I couldn't know ) ; "today
is Saturday." "Go home," she said.
A year went by me on the bus.
A year of visits. Dad, berrybrown,
huffed in his bed and rolled his head,
the needle in his sucking nose.
Last night I'd planned to go and see
how he was getting well. I had
three hours' sacrifice to sel!.
To God to buy my father's health.
My aunts, some nuns, I'd taken at
their word. My mother lolled, then wept"Your dad is dead." Her hand was slim;
I held on tight. It seemed like time
to kneel. But it was time to fight.

PETER L. SIMPSON

7

Title:
Artist:

8

MOLLY
NO RMAN GOODLJNG

M edium:

Conte Crayon

Size:

7 /'4 11 x 12"

Quench My Thirst
Cold-Storage ripened,
Store-bought watermelon,
Is bland and tasteless
When compared to you;
Vine ripe, earth cool, well thumped,
Stolen from the patch at night,
Under a rock-sait threat.
Y ou were worth the shame of fear ;
When stealthily I crept unwind
Into the guarding fence-row
Of your fields, and flushed the
Quai! nested there . The covey
Exploded into the dark quiet,
Cutting me with surprise and fright.
Now, a breathless mile way,
I carry you into my
Maple tent. Only drops of
The cantaloupe slice in the sky
Leak through to light the feast.
I open you, lush, inviting,
Against the dew. I plunge my hand
And wrest your heart, mouth the
Soft, moist, pulp ; and another
Covey explodes into the night.

CLIFTON SCHELHAS
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The Road North
GEORGE F. THOMPSON

Major Horst von Nieder pushed his fiat cap up off his sweating
forehead, took off his sunglasses, wiped his eyes which were burning from the salty sweat running into them, and thought of how
good a stein of beer would taste. He shook off the thought and
put his sunglasses back on, reaching over as he did so to tap his
driver, Sergeant Schultz, on the shoulder. "How much further is
it, Schultz? We don't want to be searching for the damn place
after nigh tfall."
Schultz, a phlegmatic red-faced Bavarian, who considered all
war and soldiering to be nonsense, didn't look away from the
road as he answered, none too respectfully, "Don't worry about
it, Major, we're almost there-I told you that it would take some
time.'' Let the Prussian stew, he thought-what the hell, the war's
almost over.
The Major thought of reprimanding Schultz for his impertinence but then thought better of it-he would have had to shout
to make himself heard above the roar of the truck's motor and
consequently he would have lost all dignity, growing redder and
redder and his voice getting hoarse while Schultz would sit there
invincible in his peasant calm. He turned back to the map on his
lap-damned Italians, he thought, can't even make a decent mapno wonder they were such miserable soldiers. They'd been big men
against the Ethiopians who had only spears and animal courage,
but the Greeks had fought them to a standstill-we had to pull
them out of that mess, he thought bitterly, now they're about
ready to call it quits . Always had to be on the winning side, the
cowardly swine.
He was intent on the map when Schultz suddenly shouted
something. He looked up and through the windscreen quickly in
order to see what had made the usually stolid Schultz react so
violently. They had just rounded a curve and before them on the
dusty Italian road a very small battle was drawing to its close. A

10

long open German army car had been attacked by partisans and
some firing was still going on, but the car was motionless, run
up on the right band bank of the road . The sudden appearance of
a truck full of German soldiers and the heavy machine gun mounted on the truck was enough to discourage the partisans from
coming out of cover to capture the car. With derisive shouts and
a few parting shots they disappeared into the thick underbrush
which covered the hillside above the road.
Even before the truck had corne to a full halt the major, Luger
drawn, was out of the truck cab and running toward the car. He
stopped a few paces away from the car, keeping it between him
and the hillside, just in case one of the partisans had stayed behind
for a few potshots at the new arrivals. The red facing on the greatcoat of the officer lying sprawled out in the back seat denoted a
general staff officer and so did the pennants fluttering from small
sticks on both front fenders of the car. What bad luck, Nieder
thought, to be eut down by a bunch of bandits just at the beginning of one's military career. The dead man was not much older
than Nieder's own thirty-five years by the looks of him and he
had already wangled a staff appointment. Probably family connections, Nieder thought sourly, as he walked up to the side of
the car. His men had gotten down and had fanned out along the
edge of the road lying prone and covering the hill-side with rifles
and machine pistols while on the truck the machine gunner had
fed a fresh belt into his weapon and was slowly traversing it back
and forth looking for a target.
The driver and the officer in the rear seat were dead. The officer
had been hit by a single bullet right in the middle of bis forehead-sniper's rifle with a telescopic sight, thought Nieder, probably one of ours . The driver's head had been smashed into a
ragged pulp by a shotgun blast. The partisans must have been
waiting right by the road in the long grass in order for that to
have happened-Nieder rubbed his chin ruefully, too damn bad
they hadn't rounded that curve a few minutes later; they would
have caught the beggars in the open and the machine gun could
have accounted for almost all of them.
The sergeant, who had been sitting next to the driver, was
still alive . He had evidently stood up to fire bis Schmeisser machine
pistol when the attack had begun because he had several wounds
in the lower body and legs . He had also been hit in the chest and
in the throat. He was being worked over now by two of Nieder's
men, his Schmeisser still dangling from his right band, the fingers
caught in the trigger guard. Neider stood watching the man die,
11

the air whistling and bubbling through the bright red arterial
blood which welled up out of the hole in his throat. He turned
away to make a brief inspection of the car. Beyond a few bullet
holes in the doors it seemed to have taken no damage-the swine
were careful not to hit the car, he thought, well, that worked out
to his advantage.
Suddenly a voice broke in upon his thoughts as he stood beside
the car. As he turned and recognized the speaker a look of contempt came over the major's thin face. "Well, Kramer, what the
hell do you want?" Kramer was only a corporal but he was also
a spy for the Gestapo, placed in the unit to report anti-party feeling. The men hated him but they also feared him, for a word
from him to the right people in the army police and not only they
but their families in Germany would die in any one of a number
of unpleasant ways. Nieder didn't fear him but he loathed the
man almost instinctively.
"I merely said, Herr Major, that we should perhaps pursue
the Communist bandits into the hills, they can't be far away and
we can . . ." Kramer was short and dark and as he peered up at
the tall officer, his manner insinuated that there was some reason,
probably traitorous, for the major's failure to order prompt
pursuit.
The major felt the blood rushing to his face as he roared out,
"Gaddamn it Kramer, when I want or need your idiotie advice I'll
ask for it-now get the hell back in the truck where you belong. "
Kramer ran terrified back to the truck; later, when his courage
returned, he would begin mentally writing a report about von
Nieder's anti-party failings but at the moment all he wanted to
do was to get out of the sight of the tall blond Prussian whom he
knew capable of killing him without any hesitation or fear of
party difficulties. Nieder felt that he had jeopardized his dignity
by yelling at such a rat in uniform so he snapped at the men now
standing around: " You Feder, Eisenhorn, Brenner, and Krummel
-clear these men out of the car. Schultz, can you drive this thing?
Schultz had been standing by grinning widely at Kramer's
dressing down and now at the officer's sudden question he was a
bit flustered-"Well, if the motor is not damaged, Herr Major,
I can, but . . ."
Delighted to have shaken Schultz's usual composure Nieder
felt almost jovial. " No buts, get in and start it-the hell with the
blood man, it won't ruin your uniform-you're not going out with
the girls tonight. " He opened the door and sat on the seat still
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warm from the staff officer's body. Schultz started the motor after
a couple of tries and turned triumphantly to the major. "All right,
Schultz. You're a mechanical genius-I'll see about getting you
transferred to the panzers-now let's get the hell out of here . We
want to reach that farmhouse you've been talking about for the
last two days." The truck rumbled into life behind them, the men
still piling on, and they proceeded once more down the narrow
dusty road between the thickly overgrown hillsides . Behind them,
on the side of the road, they left three bodies stretched out in
the hot sunshine- in a retreat there is no time for niceties. As
Nieder leaned back against the leather seat of the staff-car, trying to capture some coolness from the heated air that flowed by,
he thought of the fortunes of war , a feeling of embarrassment suffused him even when he used the term mentally, but hackneyed
though it was, there was no other way to express it. A few minutes
ago that youngish staff officer had been riding along in just this
same fashion probably cursing the crazy Italians and the stifling
heat of the day. Now he was sitting here and flies were settling
on the small bluish hole in the other poor fellow's forehead. Well,
what the hell, he thought, you're no philosopher. You're a soldier
and he was a soldier. You could get it anytime, just like he did.
At the thought he scanned the passing roadside, perfect cover for
ambushes along here, he thought-looked like a tactical problem
back at the academy. " How would you proceed, Cadet Nieder?"
"Well, Herr Instruktor, I would split my squad in half, then I
would send one group . . ." Hell, he shook his head, mind's
wandering.
Where's that damn farmhouse , he thought. Ever since they
had begun the retreat, just ahead of the advancing Americans,
Schultz had been talking about a farmhouse where he had stayed
before the war. Supposedly it was owned by a fascist, a man who
could be depended upon to give them food and maybe even some
petrol. Nieder fitted the last of his cigarettes into a small ivory
holder and lit it, bending his head down as he did so to get out of
the wind. He smoked slowly, enjoying the harsh bite of the tobacco. He was just removing the butt from the holder when Schultz
turned suddenly from the main road onto an even smaller and
dustier side road. They jolted along over pot holes and deep ruts
made by farm wagons . "Are you sure-are you sure-Damn it,
Schultz, pay attention-are you sure this is the right way."
Schultz turned his head and shouted, "If my memory serves
me cor-"
"Watch the road you idiot,'' he shouted; they had been careen13

ing wildly toward the high bank on the right hand side of the road.
Right or wrong way he wanted to get to wherever it was alive.
Finally, when he thought his insides were permanently jumbled, Schultz pulled into a high walled courtyard, surrounded by
a large stone building, numerous smaller buildings being scattered around it. The major looked about him. Schultz had evidently not exaggerated. By Italian standards or even by German
ones the farm was large and it looked prosperous even now.
The truck rumbled to a halt behind the car. He ordered the
men down and then walked, with Schultz beside him, up to the
farm house door. Schultz pounded heavily on the door but there
was no answer. The courtyard, the whole place, seemed deserted.
"Call to them in Italian, Schultz-tell them that if they don't
corne to the door we will throw a potato masher through it."
Schultz shouted the threat and a moment later the large wooden
door swung inward slowly. A very old woman dressed completely
in black stood there. She talked to Schultz in Italian that was too
rapid for the major to follow .
"She says, Sir, that the men are all gone, hiding in the hills
from the Partisans. That's about all that 1 can get out of her, sir.
She simply keeps repeating it."
"Good, Schultz. Tell her that since the men are gone they
will have no need for any food at all. Tell her that we will take
everything and burn down the buildings." That did it, as he
thought it would. Hardly had Schultz finished translating to the
frightened old woman than she was pushed out of the way and
a tall heavy man with a black moustache stood confronting them.
"I speak some German," he said, "I be a good Fascist always,
and here corne you, say that you burn my farm, take all food , it
is bad, it is too bad of you, you cannot, you understand, you
cannot."
"Schultz, 1 am glad that the gentleman is such an enthusiastic
supporter of the regime, " Schultz blushed at the dry sneering
tone, well, that's one point for the damned Prussian, he thought.
"Signior Delioni," he said, speaking in Italian, "you remember
me don't you? Schultz, Schultz-the man who fixed your tractorit was in '38, don't you remember me, surely you remember me."
Delioni peered at the stocky figure in uniform, the fiat sunburned face with the hard cynical mouth and the bland peasant
eyes. "Signior Schultz, 1 remember you but here there is no food
and there has been no food . 1 am loyal to Mussolini, but you Germans are deserting us-soon the partisanos will corne and kill us
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all, that is what we get for remaining loyal to you-you desert
us and you would steal our food as you go, there is no .. ."
Suddenly Signior Delioni broke off, the major had jerked out
his Luger and with a single stricte had cleared the two stone steps
and stuck the short barrel there inches away from the fat face
which went gray. "Signior Delioni," he said, speaking slowly, "I
don't speak much Italian, but I will blow your brains out now if
you don't show us where you have hidden the food and petrol.
Food you have, that I know, and if you have a tractor, you have
petrol." Delioni looked at the Luger, the toggles snapped down into
firing position, and he looked at the face of the man holding it.
The thin hard face was strained and the light blue eyes were a
little wild, but they were cruel and cold as well and Delioni knew
that if he remained silent this man would probably kill him, and
might kill everyone else as well.
"We have only a little. " He spoke slowly, afraid of angering
the harsh, half-crazy looking officer any further.
"It will be sufficient, Herr Delioni." Relief coursed through
the major as he holstered his luger-the fat swine did have food.
He had hated being so dramatic and he hadn't especially wanted
to kill the man but they had no time to waste in bargaining. "Take
four men, Schultz, and go with your loyal Fascisti friend to get
the food and petrol, I'm going into the house for some wine."
He pushed the door open and walked into the dim interior.
Four or five women with several children sat huddled together
in the farthest and darkest corner of the room. Three men,
younger than Delioni, but from their looks brothers or cousins to
him, sat around a wooden table. On the far side of the room, darkened by the closed shutters, a fireplace still smoldered. So, he
thought, they doused the fire-must have heard us coming up
the road . "Vino!" he said to the old woman. She stood, too frightened to move, and one of the younger women got up and moved
to a cupboard. She opened it and took down a bottle and a glass
and brought them to him. "Pour it," he said in Italian. She poured
a glass of the thin red wine and handed it to him. Nieder kicked a
chair around from under the table and sat down, throwing his cap
on the table, watching the hostile glares of the three men on the
other side of the table with some amusement. A loyal fascist household all right, lie thought, just so long as we were winning. He
grinned at them arrogantly and sipped the sour wine. As he
ran the fingers of his left hand through his bristly, very light-blond
hair, he realized that he was very tired.
A movement near him made him jerk his left hand down from
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his head, and seize the wine glass from his right hand which slid
down to his Luger. He relaxed when he saw that it was only one
of the children, a small, big eyed girl with long black hair. She
wore a thin cotton frock of light blue and on her feet she had a
very small pair of sandals. Another fascist , he thought dryly. She
had slipped away from the other children and she now walked
boldly up to the tall figure of the stranger, "Why are you all white
and red ?" she said in Italian.
So the children at least had guts! "Because I am a fierce
monster," he replied in Italian, expecting her to run shrieking to
the back of the room and her mother.
" No, you're not. Don't be so silly. You are one of the Germans.
They have been here before but none were so white as you, even
your hair is white. Are you old ?" The child, her beautiful brown
eyes wide and staring, climbed up in the chair next to that of
the major.
"Yes," he said , "very old ."
"I like you, Will you take all our food and burn our house?"
The major felt strangely ashamed. How could he explain to this
child that it had been partly bluff and partly real threat. He
wondered if Delioni were her father. He tried to change the
subject. "You know I have a little girl just like you, just about
your age. How old are you? What did you say your name was?"
He felt a little absurd, chatting in a language he didn't speak very
well with a tiny child.
"I am six and I am named Angela." The little girl smiled at
him. He might feel awkward but she was perfectly relaxed. "What
is your little girl's name?" she asked.
"Karen-she-she is pretty like you but in a different way.
You are dark with black eyes, she is fair-white like me, with blue
eyes and blond hair." He had almost said that Karen was pretty;
she and her mother had been killed when a bomb eut their apartment house in two. He still had the letter from the war ministry
in Berlin, "We regret to inform you that your daughter and wife
.. . so on and so on, Heil Hitler!" He jerked his mind back to
listen to the child.
"I should like to see such a little girl, we could play dolls
together. " Angela looked very grave about the prospect of playing
dolls with a little German girl.
The major pulled open the top button of his tunic and leaned
back in the chair. He felt almost as if he were home again, just
back from the parade ground with Karen sitting across from him,
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telling him about her day and pleading for the empty cartridge
cases he brought her occasionally from the firing range.
Just as he was about to say something else to his small companion, Schultz came through the door. "Goddamn, Herr Major,
never have you seen so much food as this fellow has stashed away.
Hams, canned goods, dried fruit, fiour, wine, even beer-Goddamn !" Schultz was almost overcome by the size of the food board
he had discovered and so the sight of his commanding officer in
conversation with a little girl hadn't yet really penetrated his consciousness-later on when he remembered it he would believe it
to be a hallucination.
Schultz's noisy entry irritated the major. "Shut up, Schultz.
Spare me your greedy gab. Take what we need. Is there petrol ?"
" Yes, Herr Major, not too much, perhaps one day's supply
for the car and the truck. "
"All right, take it and the necessary food and let's go. Well,
you heard me-get the hell out of here!" Schultz had been staring,
trying to make out the little girl's figure in the gloomy room, he
turned and hurried out, still not sure that he had seen what he
thought he had seen.
The major stood up , regretfully, picked up his cap and drained
off the last of the wine . "Grazie," he said·, not to any of the adults
in the room but to the little girl sitting at the table.
"Prego, Signior," she answered, the perfect hostess preparing
to say good-bye to her guest.
He put on his cap and strode to the door.
"Signior. Wait a minute." The little girl had climbed down
from the chair and run after him. He stopped and looked at her
quizzically. She motioned him down with her finger as if she were
going to whisper. He leaned down, not caring about the people
in the room but hoping that his men couldn't see through the
partly ajar door. The little girl slid a small arm around his neck,
her lips were cool and silky against his cheek in a kiss and then
she whispered, "I like you . Come back again. I like you ." He
patted her cheek awkwardly and straightened up .
"Good-bye," he said it in Italian and there were too many
R's in the word for his German tongue. He wished that he had a
piece of chocolate or something to give her. What the hell did
children like. Shiny things-cartridge cases. He felt in the pockets
of his tunic. He came across the envelope that Schultz had silently
handed to him back on the road, the effects of the dead staffofficer. Through the paper he felt the hard familiar outlines of an
iron cross. Why not, he thought, she's got guts enough anyway.
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He knelt again beside the little girl and hung the iron cross
around her neck by its ribbon. She looked down at the cross, which
to her was only a religious symbol. The shining silver filled her
with a silent delight and she kissed the tanned cheek a second
time. This time Nieder smiled and said, "Grazie, Signorina, mille
grazie."
"Prego, Signior."
He wheeled abruptly and walked out into the harsh sunlight
on the porch. His men were loading food onto the truck. Signior
Delioni stood sulkily by, his dark nervous eyes lighted on the
officer and he ran over to him. "You leave us nothing, nothing to
live with,'' he said in his bad German.
"You are lucky to be alive at all, Herr Delioni," he replied in
Italian, and he watched with satisfaction as the fat face went pale
and the man stepped back as if struck.
Schultz already had the motor of the car going. He walked over
and opened the door. Sorne of the other members of the family
now were coming out on the porch to watch the Germans leave.
He looked for Angela. She was there, standing in front of her
mother, the young woman who had gotten the bottle and glass
for him. The iron cross winked brightly in the sunshine . He
smiled at her and was rewarded with as much of a smile as she
thought proper, now that she was surrounded by adults. He got
in the car and snapped üut an order to drive on to Schultz who
was luxuriating in a pilfered cigarette.
They turned around in the courtyard and headed back out
onto the rough road and Nieder turned back only once. The little
figure in blue, a spot of silver at the breast, waved. Then the
truck eut off his view behind and he turned his eyes back to the
road ahead.
As they pounded along the narrow rutted road Nieder thought
of the little girl back at the farmhouse . He also found himself
thinking of Karen and his wife, something which he hadn't permitted himself to do for a long time. War had always been agame
or a profession to him and the death of the men that engaged in
it had always seemed natural, but children, that was another thing.
Dead children, of any sort, even the enemy's, seemed so strange
with all their vitality drained out. He thought of the first dead
child killed in war that he had ever seen, a small Polish boy lying
like a smashed Hummel figure beside a bare wooden fence outside
of Cracow. Hell, this wasn't worthwhile, he'd have to try to sleep.
They were back on the main road now and moving north again.
His men were singing back on the track. "!ch hat' einen Kamer-
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aden, einen bessern findst du nit, . . . er gin an meiner Seite ... "
An old song. They didn't sing the Nazi songs anymore, not unless
Kramer started them and then they soon stopped singing. He'd
have to take care of Kramer one day-maybe he could provoke
him into refusing a direct order, then one shot and it would be
over. Hell, he thought, you're getting as bad as he is-kill him like
a man or don't kill him at all. W ell, there was plenty of time for
that.
His men were singing another song, "Auf der Heide bluht ein
kleines Blumelein, und das heisst Erika . . ." He whistled the
catchy tune. In the meadow there blooms a tiny flower, and it's
named Erika. Erika, Erika, Angela . He smiled. Maybe after the
war was over he would get married again, perhaps in time .. .
suddenly his thoughts were broken off by a startled grunt from
Schultz. "Dammit, Herr Major I must have turned the wrong way,
look there. "
His words of reprimand died on his lips as he looked . They had
indeed corne back the wrong way. An armored car of the FeldpoJizei, the military police, was pulled up alongside the three
bodies on the roadside . They had corne back to where they had
picked up the car. Four men in blac.k helmets and feldgrau
uniforms had two bedraggled, bearded men-partisans probably
-under guard. The machine gun in the small turret on top of
the armored car pointed up the hillside. Nieder got out of the
car, waving back to the sergeant to keep the men on the truck.
He walked toward the group of men. "What's going on here?"
"Major. Auf zu Befehl. We caught these beauties going through
the pockets of these dead soldiers-look, Sir, a staff officer." The
young Oberlutnant of police was dirty and his face was covered
with a blond stubble. "We can't get a thing out of them, Herr
Major. They speak no German. We were just about to shoot the
swine. Perhaps the Major will want to examine them before we
do."
The two partisans were standing arrogantly facing the police
who had them covered with Schmeissers. One of them was about
twenty-five, the other, with the beginnings of a heavy black beard
might have been anywhere between thirty-five and forty-five.
Neither of them betrayed any fear and despite their ragged,
filthy clothing they had a certain hard dignity. Leaned against a
tree was a Mauser rifle . Major Nieder walked over and picked it
up, it was in excellent condition and the Zeiss scope on it had
been carefully capped . "One of them, the younger one there-had
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that with him when we came on them, Herr Major." He had been
right, he thought-one of our own weapons .
"Did they have anything on them ?"
"Only these Major, the young one had this." The Oberleutnant
handed him a worn leather wallet and small wad of Lire, a few
papers, and two photographs. He glanced at the papers, nothing
there. Then he looked at the photograph. Looking up at him was
Angela-despite the worn, cracked photograph and the poor
focus , there could be no mistake.
He walked over to the younger man and looked at him. The
fellow stared back insolently.
"What's your name ." He said in Italian. The young man spat
deliberately at the officer, missing him because of the major's
quick side-step . He remained silent, his dark eyes, much like those
of the girl in the picture, full of a hopeless hatred.
The major held up the photograph. "Yours?" he said in
Italian .
The man's face softened in spite of himself. He gave an
almost French shrug. "Si, mia bambina." The older man growled
something in Italian, obviously an order to the younger man to
shut his fool mouth.
Nieder turned back to the Oberleutnant who had been watching him as a setter watches its master. He had been relieved when
the Major had suddenly. appeared . Now he could shift responsibility for the disposition of the two partisans to a superior-that
was as it should be-he hadn't minded killing the two men but
often the Gestapo wanted to examine them first. Things were
different now anyway, this was a retreat.
The major looked down at the photograph again . It looked
like the same frock she had had on when he saw her-probably
her best one, or perhaps the only one she had. No wonder Signior
Delioni had been nervous, he thought, with a partisan for a sonin-law . "Major?" The Oberleutnant's Silesian accented voice broke
into his thoughts.
"What is it?"
"What shall we do with them, Herr Major. Do you . .. "
"Oberleutnant, you know what is to be done with Partisans.
Shoot them !" He turned quickly and walked back to the car.
Schultz passed over the box of cigarettes-English-the partisans
had been in touch with the allies. The major kept his back turned
to what was going on behind him. Schultz watched the police
prepare to execute the men with detached professional interest.
The major couldn't help turning at the word "feur! " The short
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burst from the Schmeissers bit the partisans in the chest and they
crumpled together without a sound, save for the involuntary
grunts they gave when the bullets knocked the wind out of them.
The Oberleutnant gave the coup de grace with bis Luger, two
sharp cracks of sound, and then he waved cheerily at the Major.
"Goodbye, Sir. Have a good journey."
Major Nieder got into the car as Schultz, the show over, started
the motor. They headed north again. The major leaned back
against the cushion and smoked the cigarette that the partisan
had gotten from the English and had given to bis father-in-law.
Schultz swerved the car sharply to avoid hitting a dog crossing the
road and though the Major was thrown roughly against the car
door, he didn't curse Schultz.

It' s the W alking Al one
It's the walking alone
Under violet velvet sky-tones of night,
When the whine and wail of the wind
Calls upon the child in me.
And I aim my ferve nt sou l
At a solitary brilliant star,
In hopes that hope itself will bring
Again the spring that's gone in me.
I linger on, and wish upon
That star with simple, childlike night,
And, finished, watch it disappear
Like snuffed-out fireflies in the night.
AUTHOR UNKNOWN
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Pilgrimage
I swathe my heart in black
For journey to my mandarin.
Kimonoed lies he where
R elentless tolling makes no sound.
R eclines he sta tuesque.
From a labaster
Fragrance glows,
U ntil I taste the blooms
That mingle with his nomore hush.
I feel forever mour.n .
There some true part
I know of me remain s.
The rest, exhumed,
Prefers to
Shrug the crepe,
Affix the smile,
D eceptively
Become itself again.
BETTY F OUCH
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Odysseus
I am a il men, ail things ;
No man, no thing
Have I not been.
I am a boy feeling the first
Growing fire in my !oins;
O r a n old ma n's mind-cogs slowing,
Dulling to stop ;
I am the fresh bloom on a young woman's love;
O r the sickness of a young man's h atred .
F ear me, mis-cast me,
Mold me in yo ur mind's hands.
Weave me in your patterns;
I course through life's cloth
W arp and woof: life and death.
On the high ridge, windswept ;
Fogbound in the valley,
Following a long flatland.
A !one sea-la ne.
The seeker, the sailor ;
I wander the world wide
With m y god .

JIM ALBERT
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Poacher?
D eep in your lonely, posted, swamp,
You wait in your virgin blind,
With decoys carefully set in
The wild rice of the still bayou.
Your calls are hard to distinguish
From those of the migrant game birds,
Though you disdain the easy shots
That you h ave lured into range.
You shoot by instinct, without aim ;
Your g un is a trap-grade magnum,
E xquisitely engraved, silver
Inlaid with water fowl in flight .
You fire only at high-flyers,
Careless with your ammunition,
Not retrieving those you bring clown,
Though yo u have the craving of need .
Hunt with hunger's skill ; you are
Searching to find our love, my life.

CLIFTON SCHELHAS
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Flesh Wedding
Eden ~as a state of minci,
they say, mindless of ail but wakefulness. And Adam's football broke
the human quiet till his true eye
tolled his tongue to simple names.
I think our life had better coming;
that leaps of beasts, cries of birds,
lusts of flowers shook the rib
from the savage cage. Then free
heart forgot his logical craze.
Adam ran his primitive tongue
along Eve's hairless flesh; her belly
arched his way. That's how it was:
Wild, praise God. Then tired, old
sleep of snakes grown hot with rage.

PETER SIMPSON
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Last Affair
In squa lid and exotic ways
We have been intima te these years;
Though she was a n exciting thing
M y intentions were frivolousI wanted no bridle
When spring leaped up
Strong a nd g reen in me
And I could straddle m y reining m are,
Feel her gather and slingshot under me
As I slashed through the pa ttern.

She fascina ted many men.
I la ughed a t those who feared her tieAnd gloried in the blast'-heat of the forge,
The anvil's bells,
The rank sweat and sinew of m e
As I re-shod with sliding shoes,
And readied for the coming show.
Now with season's end at hand,
With the pleasure of blues,
And the ha rp stab of losses behind m e:
After the R eining Stake is judged,
Will I ride out of the ring
Proud and easy in the saddle
To retire her Challenge Trophy?

CLIFTON SCHELHAS
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A Place of Refuge
BETTY FOUCH

Each Saturday is like a pie-a pie fashioned from the finest
ingredients and made to look appetizing by a clever pastry chef. I
eut from this exciting dish a wedge all for myself: two hours alone
to do with as I please. I back our functional Ford out of the driveway. And even as I wave goodbye 1 forget that calling it functional is a family joke to excuse its shabbiness. I pretend that
I am motoring into the City in my Continental and I fancy myself
having an extravagant shopping tour when I reach Jacobson's
glass doors.
My pumpkin coach is parked in the city parking lot. I stroll
down the Burdick Mall with two dollars cash in my French purse.
Ralf the city strolls with me because the sun is shining and
because spring fashions-a la hothouse-have bloomed in the
store windows. I stare at the diminutive mannikins and regret
that 1 am not diminutive. I criticize accessories and, deeming
them unsuitable, am glad that I do not have to buy them . 1 muse
philosophically before a window of dancing, gay red shoes . . .
shoes which no mother with four children who have eight feet
can afford to buy on impulse.
I take my beer-pocketbook into F. W. Woolworth's-thoroughly effervesced by the champagne of an hour's window-shopping.
1 reach for the 59 cent size tube of Red Commotion (a lipstick
which should rightfully be called Same Old Red), when 1 abruptly
find myself looking straight into the eyes of Temple Drake . She
sits-her slender legs crossed-on the fourth shelf from the
floor. In those sheath dresses you just don't dare to cross your
legs. She has her legs crossed.
Dammit. She doesn't look one day older than when I first met
her in 1940.

*

*

*
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Malodors herald the seasons in any industrial area. Twentyfive miles southeast of Chicago's Loop sprawls Hammond,
Indiana, in the dirt. Slashed by railroads, butted by factories , like
mankind it prevails. There the smells of the soap factory mean
summer. A waft from the Amazo plant connotes spring. The oil
refineries fog the chilled air of autumn with the stench of their
waste gasses. Winter becomes a welcome, relatively odorless,
bas-relief of soot.
It was through the winter soot that I made my way to the
F. W. Woolworth Co . in Hammond in the cold season of 1939-40.
There, as an eighteen year old high school graduate, I was qualified to earn 25 cents an hour. Dressed in an anonymous-looking
cotton uniform, I served white patrons of the soda fountain. I
learned to carry (simultaneously) main dish, roll, butter, beverage,
water, check. I learned to completely ignore negroes. (Company
policy.) I worked Montlay through Saturday, ten till two. Twentyfive cents a day automatically deducted from my pay whether
or not I ate lunch at the soda fountain . (Company policy.) I quickly
learned to savor Today's Special.
On slow days the soda fountain manager (she hated her own
sex) would thrust a stack of handbills into my unwilling hands.
These bits of paper, if anybody cared, announced soda fountain
specials. At the entrance of the store I stood , a nobody in a white
nothing, hawking handbills to handless Hammondites. This humble
experience shaped me into the thoughtful, considerate person I
am today. I have been seen (in the rain) graciously accepting handbills from syphilitic lepers.
One dreary Saturday afternoon I was shifting from left foot
to right bestowing ravishing looks upon indifferent Poles, Slavs,
Mexicans, when Joe Farrell came by. I had seen him the week
before at the public library and he had helped me find " Northwest
Passage" in a stack of newly-returned books . Joe reached for one
of my STRA WBERRY SUNDAE WITH WHIPPED CREAM 15
CENT SPECIAL handbills. I fell in love . I nodded my way through
his halting invitation to go to a movie Saturday night.
My widowed father lived with his only child on the northside
of Hammond in a Cape Cod cottage. The neighborhood was chiefly
Polish. Houses and yards were humble but well-kept. These people
were the first to be laid off when a factory shut down . But if they
were unskilled workers at the bench, their vegetable gardens
flourished under green thumbs. There was enough, though not
always plenty.
In our small living room there was an old-fashioned library
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table near the door. Above it was a rectangular mirror, gilt edged.
When Joe Farrell came on foot to escort me to the Parthenon
Theater, he placed the first of many books on that table. It was
Thomas Wolfe's "Look Homeward, Angel." Joe also introduced
me to Hemingway, Steinbeck, Dos Passos, Whitman.
As Joe put the book down, I saw refiected within the framework of the gilt edged mirror a blue-eyed Irish boy. Of medium
height, slim, smooth-skinned, pleasing to my eye, he smiled at me
and I saw endearing smileliness at either corner of his mouth.
He wore dark brown woolen slacks, a white dress shirt with tie, a
hip-length jacket of suede cloth in a shade then called British
Tan. I later learned that this outfit, plus a sleeveless knitted vest
of beige, comprised his entire wardrobe. He was immaculate, as
those who have nothing better to do with learn to be .
My father eyed Joe Farrell over his evening paper, then said
goodnight. We walked the mile or more to the picture show. A
half-dollar from Joe's pocket admitted both of us to "The Grapes
of Wrath." By the time we emerged two hours later, we were
holding hands.
Joe worked at the public library where he earned ten dollars
a week. Seven of these he gave to his mother, as this sensible
Slavish woman had taught her eight sons ·a nd daughters to do . Joe,
at nineteen, listened respectfully to the matriarch. But he had
inherited some of his Irish father 's carefree ways. After the
movie he squandered money on sodas for us at the Greek's. Then
he dropped two dimes into the coin-box of the Number Two bus
and we rode home in style. The two men seated immediately in
front of us had WPA necks. Digging ditches and leaning on
shovels produced what I called a Depression Neck: deep black
furrows on rough red skin-an ugly sight to stare at while holding hands. I put my head against Joe's British Tan shoulder and
closed my eyes.
By the time the Amazo plant sent a cornstarched signal of
spring toward Hammond, I had finished reading about Eugene
Gant. Joe came with "Of Time and the River," leaving it on the
library table as usual.
From "Leaves of Grass" Joe read aloud:
When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom'd
And the great star early droop 'd in the western sky in the
night,
I mourned, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.
The timbre of his Irish voice transformed these mournful lines
into a love song.
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The drab industrial town cloaked itself in a light green wrap.
The factory smells were suddenly heavenly. We had no money, no
car. Through the town we walked pointing at buds and waving at
birds. And when we came to the other side, the open-hearth of the
steel mill glowed for us in the spring night. And there we kissed.
We bicycled to the golf course, fell laughing onto the grass,
and watched the golfers. Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to
me you bring. Walt Whitman. Joe Farrell. Walt Whitman, Joe
Farrell. When Joe stopped reading, I was always near.
When Dad let me take his car, we sometimes drove into the
country south of Hammond. We watched the moon and the firefties. Or we'd drive to Miller Beach, build a fire, climb the dunes,
and race into Lake Michigan in the dark. We occasionally drove
into Chicago to a concert at the Grant Park Bandshell. Once we
stood in line for the longest time at the World Playhouse to see
a foreign movie about the life of Tchaikovsky. As we waited
in the lobby, the lovely strains of music drifted from the screen
to the spot where Joe and I stood happy.
On the 4th of July we rented a rowboat and spent the day on
Wolf Lake . In the soap factory's haze, we took turns with the
oars, sang loudly to the cattails, and trailed our feet in the cool
water. The fishermen stared as we waved to them.
By autumn Joe was making more money at the library. He
enrolled at a university extension class. American Literature. I
met him after class and we munched taffy apples and walked along
kicking leaves. 1 now had a good job at Illinois Bell. As a longdistance operator 1 earned 35 cents an hour and was assured of
a 40-hour week. J oe met me after work and we would plan our
evening together. Now, with the fog pouring down from the oil
refineries, the fourth season, winter, was at hand. I began to
practice writing: Mrs. Joe Farrell, Mrs. Joseph A. Farrell, Mrs.
Betty Farrell.
In November we listened to the radio a good deal: Fred Allen
or Jack Benny or Fibber McGee and Molly. What more romantic
setting than cokes, popcorn, and Dick J ergens' orchestra playing,
"Daydreams Come True at Night"? Joe sent me brief, humorous
notes when he couldn't see me. He brought me books when he
could.
One night in late November Joe arrived covered with snow.
He put down a snowy book on the library table and 1 helped
him out of his jacket. From his jacket pocket he took a small
volume containing Emerson's essay on Self-Reliance. He read
to me and thus we together studied his Literature assignment.
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W e sat close on the over-stuffed divan and for all I knew be might
have been reading from "Song of Songs" instead of Emerson. His
voice was that thrilling. As I contemplated immediate surrender,
my father stirred in his sleep in the next room. So instead, because
it was getting la te, I walked J oe to the door and we spent ten
minutes saying goodnight. A very simple wedding in June I said
to myself. Then I fell asleep .

*

*

*

When I wasn't grieving at the silence, I was raging at how
abruptly I had been dropped by Joe . For after that snowy
November night Joe didn't appear, didn't phone, didn't write.
When I phoned his bouse, his sisters said he wasn't home. When
I wrote, no reply. I wept. I anguished. I waited. Then, because
I was young and healthy, I recovered . That all-girl symphony of
telephone company life helped a lot. Phil Spitalny should have
known as many girls as I knew during that winter of 1940!
By mid-summer I was dating an engineering student. We
wrote to each other daily after he returned to the campus in
September. On December 7, 1940, we were having dinner together
at the University of Illinois student center when President Roosevelt announced that Pearl Harbor had been attacked. If our
world was coming to an end, we decided, we wanted to be married
first . We made plans to elope on New Year's Eve. Roger and I
agreed to keep our marriage a secret until the end of the school
year. He then returned to the U. of I. campus and I returned to
the Bell Telephone switchboard.
Two weeks later a telephone supervisor handed me a note
which had been delivered to the chief operator's desk. It was a
note from Joe. He asked me to meet him at the Greek's. At the
sight of his handwriting my heart resumed its old ache. I had
to see him once more.
The Greek's was the same old stale-smelling, marble-tabled
ice cream parlor, really rather-dismal place. Nothing had changed.
Joe still looked like William Holden. Irish, Immaculate. We stared
at each other over the tall sodas the Greek put in front of us.
Joe said, "Thank you for coming."
I said, "Thank you for rising from the dead ."
"I've thought of calling you lots of times ."
"Why didn't you?" I said. "I was just one index finger away."
"You don't know?"
"Oh yes, I know. I know that you kissed me goodnight fourteen
months ago and I know that you've avoided me ever since . Tell
me, do you cross the street when you think you see me coming?"
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"Obviously your father never told you ... "
"What does my father have to do with it?"
"Betty, the last night we were together I left a book on the
table by the front door."
"I remember."
"Did you read it?"
"Yes, I read it. What aboutit?"
"Well, what did you think?"
"I thought that I had never heard of William Faulkner. I
thought that I had never heard of a book called 'Sanctuary.' I
thought that Temple Drake was a damn fool to hang around that
still and those moonshiners when she could have made a break
for it. Then I forgot all about the book. What did you think I'd
think?"
"Betty, William Faulkner is a genius. I wanted you to know
his brilliant style of writing. At the library 'Sanctuary' is kept
locked in a bookcase in the Head Librarian's office. You have to
ask for it at the desk as though it were Havelock Ellis. I picked
up that worn-out copy just as they were about to haul it away."
"Well, to tell you the truth," I said, "I didn't understand much
about what was going on in the story . Anyway what does 'Sanctuary' have to do with your disappearing from my life?"
"When I left you that night I was so much in love with you
that I couldn't get to sleep when I got home. So I put the sheet
over my head, turned on my flashlight, and I wrote you a big, fat,
passionate letter-the first one I've ever written. I threw on my
clothes and went out and mailed it. The next thing I knew your
father was at my front door shouting to the whole neighborhood
that I was a filthy-minded piece of scum."
"Joe! He opened my mail from you? I had no idea ... "
"My letter arrived at your house just as he was getting ready
to blow his stack about the book. Evidently he was just reading
about Popeye raping Temple in the barn with a corncob. And
then when he read on and came to the Memphis brothel- So
he tore open my letter and then he was really mad. In front of
my mother, my father, and a streetful of nosy neighbors, your
father shrieked that if I ever came near you again he'd take my
letter to the postal authorities and have me sent to prison."
"Oh no! Poor Joe!"
"I was petrified, Betty. He scared the hell out of me-plus
the fact that I had to do a lot of explaining to my folks . I steered
clear of you alright."
"Dad never has said one word of this to me. I'm so sorry that
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it happened. And certainly I never dreamed that that book had
anything to do with your silence. Joe-"
"Yes?"
"Why are you here now-after so long? Why did you write to
me and ask me to meet you ?"
"Because," replied Joe, ever so sweetly, ''I'm a year older,
a year braver, a year lonelier, I suppose
. and maybe because
of ever-returning spring."

*

*

*

Well, Temple, old girl, you've done your dirty work. And there
you perch-on the cover of a paperback in the five and ten . Any
twelve-year old child can reach for you today, take you home, find
out all about you. More than likely Daddy wouldn't even notice.
I wonder what Today's Special is at the soda fountain .
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Lloyd Peter on

Sonnet
Born on the shore, I looked not to the la nd ,
As some, but to the ancient, living sea.
When young I wa lked, web-footed, in the sand,
And watched the waves ; they seemed to call to me
Of dista nt storms, and quiet empty shores.
Yet my small boat lingered in m y homeland's lee ;
M y arms grew ha rd from rowing before I set my course
Into that awful, shoreless sea. Then free,
I cried to the immortal, "Great U nknown,
M y pride, with steady oars, defies yo ur hate !
I know m y boat is frai!, yet know I own,
Despite your highest wind and waves, my fate."
M y oars don' t mark the fiercely placid sea.
Now land is gone, the Ocean laughs at m e.

SAM PIPE
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